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was somewhat de trop. Rather like the man on the flying
trapeze trying to jump with a child's iron hoop swinging
at his belt.

It was especially difficult to take-off and land the aircraft
thus decorated, and there were some startling moments
when the first machines were put through their paces
before interested and somewhat cynical officers.

However, it was just one of those things that had to
be done. Moreover, it was obvious to all that the real
fun would not begin till oversea operations commenced.

After a good deal of practice, it was found quite possible
to make flights with the halo on, and to complete them and
land without having to call out the " blood waggon/*

Then came the first attempts actually to explode some
captured magnetic mines.

Quite apart from the possibilities latent in the mines
themselves, this job had other drawbacks. It needed
most expert piloting to dive over the mines without making
a hole in the sea. Moreover, the auxiliary engine used
to supply current to the coil was found to emit violent
and disgusting fumes, which drifted about inside
the aircraft and were apt to make the pilot sick at critical
moments.

No man likes to be sick just when he is diving an
aeroplane at a mine that may quite possibly do enough
damage without outside assistance.

However, the day came when the first pilot swept low
over a rippling and sunny sea, and a volcanic explosion
poured upwards into the skies behind him. The
Wellington, which had gone low in the wholehearted
R.A.F. desire to " mak' siccar," was seen ro rock and
stagger, but the pilot regained control and brought her
in to a relatively perfect landing.